Portrait of Joanna

This author, we add in conclusion, would seem to have had a
particular affection for the orangetree. 'On the lyth, however,
my eyes were better feasted, when, going to dine with Colonel
Texier, of the Society troops, I first took a walk in the orange
grove and the Governor's gardens; here, peeping through the
foliage, I soon discovered two most elegant female figures after
bathing, the one a fine young Samboe, the other a blooming
Quadroon, which last was so very fair complexioned, that she
might have passed for a native of Greece, while the roses that
glowed in her cheek were equal to those that blossomed in the
shrubbery. Leaving them to enjoy their innocent amusement of
bathing, I spent the remaining hour before dinner amongst the
shady fruit trees, blooming bowers, and serpentine gravel walks;
where indeed I saw greater variety of European plants than I
imagined were produced in a tropical climate, such as mint,
fennel, sage, rosemary, golden-rod and jassamine, the sensitive

the magistrates stirring to depart, he writhed himself from the cross, when he
fell on the grass, and damned them all as a set of barbarous rascals; at the same
time removing his right hand and by the help of his teeth, he rested his head
on part of the timber, and asked the bystanders for a pipe of tobacco, which
was infamously answered by kicking and spitting on him; till I, with some
American seamen, thought proper to prevent it. He then begged that his head
might be chopped off; but to no purpose. After which he sang two extempore
songs with a clear voice. . . . Next, observing the soldier that stood sentinel
over him, biting occasionally on a piece of dry bread, he asked him "how it
came to pass that he, a white man, should have no meat to eat along with it".
"Because I am not so rich", answered the soldier. "Then I will make you a
present, sir", said the negro; "first, pick my hand that was chopped off clean
to the bones, next begin to devour my body, till you are glutted; when you
will have both bread and meat as best becomes you", which piece of humour
was followed by a second laugh; and thus he continued, until I left him, which
was about three hours after the dreadful execution. . . . About three o'clock
in that afternoon, walking towards the place of death, the first object I saw
was his head at some distance, placed on a stake, nodding to me backwards
and forwards, as if he had really been alive. I instantly stopped short, and
seeing no person in the savannah, nor a breath of wind sufficient to move a
leaf or a feather, I acknowledge that I was rivetted to the ground, where I

stood without having the resolution of advancing one step for some time-----

At kst I boldly walked up, and instantly discovered the cause of the pheno-
menon, by the return of a vulture to the gallows, who perched upon the
gallows, as if to dispute with me for this feast of carrion; which bird, having
already picked out one of the eyes, had fled at my first approach, and striking
the skull with his talons, as he took his sudden flight, occasioned the motion.
I shall now only add that this poor wretch, after living near six hours, had
been knocked on the head by the commiserating sentinel, the marks of whose
musket were perfectly visible by a large open fracture in the skull.*